1 41,4 


— 
* 
of * 
4. — 
* 
- 7 
* 
1 * : : 
- 
of 4 n 
oY * vt. ” 
+ £ „ = 
A 3 4 


n 


BY ROBERT BURNS. „„ * 


” 


| © ADDRESS 


TO THE 


. A 


- | PEOPLE OF 8COTLAND. 


vv, 


run 


AND 


Ou OI. Z — —— 


12 71 


: 
4 
+ 
- 4 „ 
- * 6 
-» *% bo : 
k l Wo 
— %* F> 5 > © IJ 
. X \ 
ho * — * * _—_ 
* 1 - 
* 93 * 
© . 


. 


5 


5 - Malo WITH THE DARK ROLLING EVE; D 


| "THE BANKS O- THE RHINE, 


RT 
* 


r 3 


— 
J. 
* 
ow 95 
4 "4 | N 
* * # gs 
oy - „ © * 
n 
o 


o 


— 


A NEW SONG, 


— 


GLASGOW: 


1 5 PRINTED FOR AND SOLD ar 


. Braſh & Reid. 


- 
* 
* " 
* 7 = 
* 4 of I CI 
„ & » 


RE. 
. 
is 


3 


* 
. 


4 52 
5 , 
* - . 


—  - — — dog re — —_ 


73 


8 % * 


160] ex 0 


. 
* * by 
C * ES... 
1 "<3; 0p 
— 
, 
* ” 
” = 472 
4 8 
$7 
= * 
— 
- 
= 
13 
41 
4 
= - ” ns 
, WW 
Ly 
— wo * 
1 - 4 £ 
_ 
- ” : 4 LO 
* 
dd — — * 
— * 1 
v = 
: 0 C4 
+ _ G 
* 5 
. - 
# A : 4 
- 4 * * WS 
1 4 . 2 
4 A 
- * 
* +: 4 
* 
- * 2 
x 9 eng 
* — - Y 1 x 
. 1 * 523 
* wg - © 
© * 4 +4 
2 4 * 2 
2 Wa". # e 
* » a - 
. 1 . power + Su 
: «a 1 + - © < A 4 
Cl * 
AY ' 0 * 4 
- . * « 2 
„ * 
ad * * * © £ * - 
>; -+% 
; JW 


— — — pe r 23 


ADDRESS 
TO THE 


PEOPLE OF SCOTLAND. 


The following addreſs to the people of Stotland, was 
' _ written by Mr. Robert Burns, the Ayrſhire Poet, 
when Captain Groſe, the Briti iſh Antiquarian, was 
on bis Peregrination in Scotland, collecting material- 
For his publication of the Antiquities of that country, 
The ideas in this, like the ret of Mr. Burns? I 
ductions, are ſi ingular and eccentric—and exbibit a $7 \ 
Picture of the ſentiments of the low peaſantry in Seot-” 
land, reſpecting any gentleman whois profeſedlyan An. 
fiquarian,— He is deemed to be © in colleagues with | | 
| SATHAN, and @ dealer in Magic, or the Black \ 
Art“ - vulgar prejudice, which all the light and 
learning of the preſent day have not yet been able to- 


tally zo eradicate, 0 

I. 
Huw: land o' cakes, and brither Scots, I 
Frac Maiden Kirk to Jobnie Groat's | : 


If there's a hole in a' your coats, | 
| I red you tent it; 


crys _ : A $1 


But now he's quat the ſpurtle-blade, 
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II. 


If in your bounds you chance to light 
Upon a fine, fat, fadgel wight, 
O' ſtature ſhort, but genius bright, 
That's he—mark weel! 


For wow he has an unco ſlight 
O' cawk and keel. 
III. 


At ſome auld howlet-haunted biggin, 


Or kirk deſerted by its riggin, 


It's ten to ane ye'll fin him ſaug in 
Some eldritch part, 


wi Deels, they ſay, Lord ſafe's! colleaguing 
At ſome Mach Art. 


Iv. | 


IIx Ghaiſt that haunts the ha' or chamer, : 
Ye gipſy-gang, that deal in glamer, 4 
And you, deep read in hell's black grammer, = 
Warlocks and Witches! 
Ye'll quake at his conjuring hammer, 
Ye midnight bitches | 


V. 


It's tauld he was a Sodger bred, 
And ane would rather fan' than fled, 


And Gog-ſkin wallet, 


And ta'en "np Antiquarian Trade, A 
| I think they call it, 


EI 
VI. 


He has a fouth o' auld nick-nackets, | 
Rouſty airn caps, and gingling jackets; 


Would haud the Lothians three in tackets 


A towmond gude; 


And pitcher-pots, and auld ſan-backets, 
Afore the flood, 


VII. 


Of Eve's firſt fire he has a cinder : 
Auld Tubal-Cain's fire- ſhool and fender; 
That which diſtinguiſhed the gender 


Of Balaam's Als; n 


A — of the Witch of Ender, 
Weel ſhod wi' braſs. 


VIII. 
5 j 
Beſides, he'lIl cut you aff ſu' gleg | 


The ſhape of Adam's philcbeg, 


The kaife that cutted Abel's craig, 
He'll prove you fully, 
It was a faulding-jockteleg 
| Or lang kail gully, 
G IX. 
But would you ſee him in his glee, 
(For meikle glee, and fun has he,) 
Then ſet him down, and twa or three 
Gude fallows wi” him, 


Aud Port, O Port! ſhine thou a wee, 


And than ye'll ſee bim! ® 


| 


I 


. 


X. 


Nov, by the powers of verſe and proſe, 
Thou art a dainty chield, O Grofe / 
Whace'er of thee ſhall ill ſuppoſe, 
They fair miſca* thee ! 


I'd tak the raſcal by the noſe, 
Would ſay,* Shame fa' thee!” 


- — =_—_ 


MARY OF CASTLE-CARY. © 


The following elegant Scots Song is founded upon an an- 
tient traditjon, flill current in the County of Stirling, 
where, © Mary of Cafile-Cary,” and The Maid 
with the dark rolling eye,” are familiar to many. 

The flory is interefting— The ideas are natural |, 
and fpiftureſque, and the whole. is xoritten in a moſt 
Beautiful and engaging flyle, In theſe reſpecti it is 
prebably inferior to none of our moſt Popular ſongs ; 

and hence, it is preſumed, that it cannot fail of being , 
bighly acceptable to all who admire the natural and 


genuine /amplicity of Scotifh Poetry. 
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I. 
5 Saw. ve my wee Thing? Saw ye mine ain 
Thing? 
« Saw ye my true Love down by yon lee? 
& Crofs'd ſhe the meadow, yeſtreen at the gloaming? 
« Sought the the burnic whar flow'rs the haw- 


tree ? 


ks nd COPE 


* 


II. 


1 * Her hair it is lint-white! Her ſkin it is milk 
white! 
« Dark is the blue of her ſaft rolling e e! 
* Red red her ripe lip is, and ſweeter than roſes ! 
« Whar could my wee Thing wander frac me?“ 


III. 
I ſaw na your wee Thing, I ſaw na your ain Thing, 
Nor {aw I your true Love down hy yon lee; 
But | met a bonny Thing late in the gloaming, 
© Down by the burnic whar flow'rs the haw-tree, 
IV. 
Her hair i it was lint-white, her ſkin it was milk» 
white, = 
© Dark was the blue o' her ſaft rolling e'e ! 
Red war her ripe lips, and ſweeter than roſes! 
© Sweet war the kiſſes that ſhe gae tome! 


V. 
e It was na my wee Thing! It was na mine ain 
Thing! | : 
te It was na my true Love ye met by the tree! 


© #Proud is her leal heart, and modeſt her nature, 


* She never loo'd Le- man till ance ſhe loo'd me. 


VI. 
# Her name it is Mary, ſhe's frae Caſtle-Cary, 
* Aft has ſhe ſat, when a bairn, on my knee! 


Fair as your ſace is, war't fiſty times fairer, 


-- thee l“ | : | 
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VII. 
the was then your Mary, ſhe's frae Caſtle-Cary, 
© It was then your true Love I met by the tree! 
© Proud as her heart is, and modeſt her nature, 
Sweet war the kiſſes that ſhe gac to me! 


VIII. 
Sair gloom'd his dark brow, blood- red his cheek 
grew, 
Wild flaſh'd the fire, ſrae his red rolling e' e; 
* Ye's rue ſair this morning, your boaſting and 
ſcorning; 
« Defend ye, fauſe traitor, for londly ye lie!“ 


* IX, 
Ava wi” beguiling, then cried the youth ſmil- 


ing; 
Aff gaed the bonnet; the liot-white locks flee ; 


The belted plaid fa'ing, her white boſom A n 


Fair ſtood the lov'd Maid wi' 00 dark rolling 
ee. 


; > <8, 
« Is it my wee Thing? ls it mine ain Thing? 
« Is it my true Love here that I ſee ?” 
O Jamie! forgie me, your heart's conſtant to me; 
'i never mair wander, my true Love, fras ' 
thee.” 


- BANKS O' THE RHE... 
A NEW so o . 
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| Tune—Bwe Ble, Marion. 
| I 
H OW blyth has I TG with hag Sandy, | 5 
As we ſat in the how o' tbe glen; es 
But nae mair can I meet with my Sandy, ; 
To the Banks o' the Kbine he has gane. 


= 347A „ 2 

K that the trumper s loud clarion, 
Thus draws a' our Shepherds afar, 

O could not the Ewe Bughts and Marion, 
Feste mair than the horrors of war? 

: ni. 

Not a plough in our land has been ganging, 
The ouſen hae ſtood in their ſta', 

Nae flails in our barns hae been banging, 

For mair than this towmond or twa. 


IV. Fr 
Waes me ! that the trumpet's ſhrill clarion, 
Thus draws a' our Shepherds afar, 
O wiſh that the Ewe Bughts and Marion, 
Could charm _ the horrors of war! 


